won't keep my appoint-
ment with Fernand. See! here are those lachrymose
letters he wrote in reply to the one I sent him with
the news that I was going to have a baby, prudent
letters, sensible letters, signed with the various nick-
names he gave himself. He never put his real name
except to his poor pictures. The number of times I
must have sat for him, clothed and unclothed! What,
I wonder, was he trying to find in my face with that
savage brush of his? It was during his blue period,
his "great" period. He surrounded me with darkness,
thick gobs of broken shadow which he worked in
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with a palette-knife. That one letter, in particular:
"Give up the idea of having a child, otherwise I shall
be compelled to give up painting. No artist has the
right to come to terms with life. An artist has got to
follow his own line through to the very end. Pictures
are the only children I shall ever have." And what has
he made of his painting? He has wiped his brushes on
all the sheets in which he rolled with his docile
little drabs. He has never sold a picture except to my
mother, who is afraid of him, of his cynicism, of his
equivocal gestures, of his great beard which hides a
womanish chin. What a relief it will be to that fine
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